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Who to Philtffihiw conferred vs ; 
This Morning arc they fled away,and gone, 
And in chehftecdsjdo Rauens,Crowe3,and Kites 
Fly ore our headland downward looke on vs 
As we were fickely prey; their fliadowes fecme 
A Canopy moft fatall, vnder which 
Our Army lies ? ready to giue vp chcGhofi. 

efflefa* Belceucnot fo. 

Caffl* Ibutbeleeueitpartly, 
For 1 am frefh of fpirjt,and refoluM 
To mcete ail perils, very eonftanrly. 

Bru. Eucn fo LwtUitfs* 

The Gods to day ftaod friendly* that we may 
XfOUtH in peace, ieadc on our dayes to age. 
But fince the aftayt es of men rcfts ftill iiicertaitlC, 
Let s reafon with the worft that may b efall. 
If we do lofe this Battaile, then is this 
The very I all time we fhall fpeakc together : 
What arc you then determined to do £ 

Bru+ Euenby the rule of that Phiiofophy, 
By which I did blame £ato 9 for the death 
Which he did giuehimfelfe, I know not how : 
But 1 do finde it Cowardly, and vile, 
For feare of what might full, fo to prcuent 
The time of life, arming my fclfe with patience, 
To ftay the prouidence of fomc high Powers, 
That goucrne vs below, 

Caft* Then, if wcloofc this Battailc^ 
You arc contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorow the flrcets of Rome, 

ffrii/ No Caffwjio : 
Thinkc not thou Noble Romanc ? 
That cuer Bruuu will go bound co Rome, 
He bcarcs too great aminde. But this fame day 
Muftcnd that worke, the Ides of March begun. 
And whether we fhall mecte againe, I know not : 
Therefore ouv eucrhfling farewell take: 
For cuer ,aud for cuer, farewell Cttffim^ 
If we do mcete agalne, why wc (ball fmile ; 
Ifnor, why then this parting was well made, 

C#jfi> For euer^and for'eucr, farewell Brutm : 
If we do meeteagajncjwec'i fmile ind cede ; 
If not/ds true, this parting was well made. 

Bm. Why tbcrilcadcon. O that a man might know 
The end of this dayes bufineflc> ere it come : 
But it iLimccch, that the day will er.d, 
And then the e*id is knowne. Come ho,away. Exeunt* 

Alarum* Enter Brutus andAteffala. 

Jim. PJdc,ridc Mcjfala.ndc and giue rhcfeBilles 
Vnto the iTcgion^dn t'r e other fide. 

Lewd Alarum. 
Let them fee on at once : for I percciue 
lint cold demeanor in OcluHio\ wing : 
And fodaVncpufti giucs them the oueuhrow : 
liidc^ride mcfjdlajcz them all come downe. Exeunt 

Alarumu * Enter Cdffau #%dTitwittf* 

Oifi. O looke tfiwite* looke, the Villa ines flyc : 
My fee baue co mine owne turnd Enemy t 
This Enfigne hecre of mine was turning backc, 
T flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 

Tit in* O Caf[m y Brutm gaue the word too early, 
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Who hauing fomc aduantage on Oiimtm 
Tooke it too eagerly : bis Soldiers fell to ft ov i- 
Whirftweby^^areallinclo^d, J 

Enter Pindara** 

Pind. Fly further off my Lord : flyc further eff 
Mark -Antony is in your Tents my Lord : 
Flyc therefore Noble C^fffim^yt farre off, 

Cajfi t This Hill is farre enough. Looke^aok?* 1 
Arc ihofc my Tents where I pcrceiue the fire ? ***** 

Tit. They are, my Lord, 

CaJJL Tif/w^ifthouloucft me, 
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurres inhits 
Till he haue brought thee vp to yonder Troops * 
And heere againc, that I may refi aflbr'd 
Whether yond Troope9,are Friend or Enemy # 

Tit. I will be heere again^euen with a though p 

Cap. Go Pindarta^ get higher on that hill ** 
My fight was cuer thicke: regard Titinim % 
And tell me what thou not'fi about thcField* 
This day I breathed fir ft, Time is come round ' 
And where I did bcgin,there fhall lend, 
My life is run his compaffc. Sirra,what newes ? 

Pind t zA&we. O my Lord. 

Ctijft. What newes? 

Pind. Tiunim is cnclofed round about 
With Horfemen,rhat make to him on tbcSpurre 
Yet he fpurres on. Now they arc almoft on him : 
Now Ttiwtm Now fomc light: O he lights too. 
Hce's cane. Shmt* 
And he ark c, they fhout for ioy. 

Cajji, Conie downe^ behold no more : 
O Coward that I am, to liue fo long, 
To fee my beft Friend tane faefoTe my face. 

Emer Pindar m* 
Come hither firrah ; In Parchia did I cake theePrifoi:^ 
Atid then I fwore thee, failing of thy life, 
That whatfjtieuer I did bid thee do. 
Thou {lionld'ft attempt it. Come no w,kcepe thine ouh, 
Now bca Frce^maOj and with this good Sword 
Thar nm through Cxjkn bowels, fearch this bofome, ' 
S:an J not to anfeer : Hc.cre, take thou theHilis, 
And when my face is couer*d,as 'tis now, 
Guide thou the Sword * — Ctcfer, thou art reiiengMi 
Euen with the Sword chat kiil'd thee. 

Pin. So, I am free, 
Yet would not fo haue bcene 
Durft I haue done my w i! I. O C^jftm^ 
Farre from this Couniry Pindarus fh^ll run, 
Where neuer Roman fhall take note of him. 

Enter Titintm md Mc(f4*. 

Meffk, ll is bu c ch an ge, Titintm ; foe QB&ttiM 
Is ouenhrowneby Noble Brutus power, 
As Cdjfms Legions are by A^tmj. 

Turn. Thefc tydings will well comfort Cc$m* 

T^ejfa* Where didyouleaue him. 

Titm. All difconiblate, 
With Pindams his Bondman^on this Hill. 

Me$t. Is not that he that lyes vponthe ground? 

Titin* He lies not like the Lining. O my heart ! 

Meffa 4 Is riot that hee ? 

Titm t No jthi s was he Meffda % 
But OjjJStfjisnomorf, O fettingSunne ; 
Asia thy red Rayes thou doeflfioke to night $ 
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^Z^^^O^ day is fccT 
T^e Sunne of Rome isfet. Our day is gone, 
rlowd*>Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: 
h {l rU ft of my fucceffe hath done this deed, 

Mefd' Miftruft of good fucccfle hath done this deed, 
nhatcfuii Error, Melancholies Chiide : 
a^hv do'fi thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? O Error foone conccyu'd, 
thou neuer com'ft vnto a happy by rth, 
But kirft the Mother that engendred thfe- 
fit. What Pindaruti Where an thou Pindar ju> 
jtfljft, Seeke him T Ww^wbiltt 1 go to meet 
The Noble Brntm, thiuliing this report 
Into his eares ; I may fay thrufting it : 
p or piercing Steele, and Dsns inuenomed, 
Shall be as welcome to the cares of UrmnS) 
^5 ty dings of this light. 

Tit* Hyc you Mejfala, 
And I will feekc for Pind/trtu the while : 
Why did'ft thou fend me forth braue Cafsim ? 
pidl not meet thy Friend s 3 and did not they 
put on my Browe* this wreath of Vi&orie , 

bid me giue it thec? Did'ft thou not hearc their 
Alas, thou haft mifconftrucd euery thing. (fliowts? 
But hold thec, take this Garland on thy Brow, 
Thy BrHttts bid mc giue it thee, and I 
Will do his bidding. 'Brutm^ come apace, 
And fee how I regarded Cains Cafsitts 1 
By your leaue Gods; This is a Romans parr 5 
Come Cafsiffl Sword* and findc Titinms hart. Dies 

JUrum* Enter 'Brums, Mejfatajong C*to> 
StratQy JfylHmmHSjttttdLuciHius* 
Em. Where, where Mejfala, doth his body lye? 
Weft* Loe yonder, and Tit inius mourning it. 
2??7*. Tttmusfoctxs vpward. f 
Cdto* Heisflainci 

Bw* O Julius Cxf/tr, thou art mi ghty yet. 
Thy Spirit walkcs abroad, and turnes our Swords 
In our owne proper Entrailes, Lm Alarums. 

Cat** Braue Titimusy 
Looke where he h&tK hu crown'd dead C&fsivs. 

Bra. Arc yet two Romans liuing fuch as thef?? 
Thelaftofall the Romans, far thee well • 
Itisiinpoffiblc, that euer Rome 
Should breed thy fellow-Priends I owe mo teares 
To this dead maiij then you (hall Tee me pay. 
1 (ball finde time, Cafsius : I fhail findc time. 
Come there fore j and co Tbairfm fend his body, 
His Funerals fhall not be in ourCamne, 
Lealt it difcomfort vs. Lucillim come, 
And come yong C^o,Iet vs to the Field, 
Ldio and Flauio fet our Battailes on : 
Tisthreea clocke,and Romans yet ere night, 
Wcfliall try Fortune in a fecond fight. Exeunt* 

Alarum* Enter Brntas^ 7tfejfafe } Cato, Lucillimjfet 
&nd FUttitis, 

Trti, Yet Country- men ; Oyer, hold vp your heads. 

Oo.Wbat Baftard doth not ? Who will go with me? 
I will proclaims my name about the Field* 
I am the Sonne of Marcus Cato^ hoe. 
A Foe to Tyrants,and my Countries Friend, 
I am the Sonne of Marcus Csfo,hoe. 

Enter S&uldiers f and fight. 

And I am 'Brutus 3 Marcus Brutus 1 1, . 


Brutus my Countries Friend ; Know me for Brutus* 
Luc* O yong and Noble Cato^ art thou downe ? 
Why now thou dyefl:, as brauely as Titmius, 
Audoiay'ft behonout'd, being Cate's Sonne* 
Sold. Yecldjorthoudyeft. 
tm Onely I yceld tq dye : 
There is Co much, that thou wilt kill me ftraigbt : 
Kill "Brutus^ and be honoured in his death. 
Sc/d t Wcmuftnoc: a Noble Prifoner* 

Enter Antony, 

2,Setd m Roome hoc i tel! Antony , Brmns is tanc. 

i.Sold. lie tcllthce newes.Hcere comes the Generally 
Brntvs is tane, Brums \t tane my Lord* 

Ant. Where is he c? 

hue- Safe Antony ^ Brutus is fafe enough : 
J dare allure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall cuer take aliue the Ho\AzBrHtHs : 
The Gods,,defend bun from fo great a Hume, v 
When yon do finde him,or aliue^r dead. 
He will be found like Br^/,like himfelfe P 

Ant. This is not "Brutus friend, but I aflfure you, 
A prizenoleflein worth j kcepe this man fafcj 
Giuehimall kindnelTc, I had rather haue 
Such men my Friends, then Enemies* Goon, 
And fee where Brmus be aliue or dead, 
And bring vs word, vnto OtiiwwsTent : 
How euery thing is ch3ric*d* Exeunt* 


Enter "Brutus % D^rd^niHs^ ClitHS^ Strata 
mdVolumnim* 
*Brm. Come poore rcmaincs of friends, reft on this 
Rocke, 

Clit . Statillitu fliew'd the Torch-light,but my Lord 
He came not back?: he is or tane,or flainc* 

*Brut. Si e thee downe, Clitm : flaying is the word, 
It is a deed in fafhion, Hearke thee, Clitm, 

Clit. What I,my Lord? No^not for all the World* 

Brut % Peace then,no words. 

CliU He rather kill my fclfe. 

Brut. Hearke ihtZyBardamw* 

£)ard* Shall I doe fuch a deed? 

Clit. ODardtinius* 

Dard. O Clitus* 

Clit. What ill requeft did "Brums make to thee ? 

Derd* To kill Kim^litus : looke he meditates. 

Clit. Now is that Noble Vsflcll full of gricfc, 
That it runncs ouer eueo at his eyes* 

Brut;$2pmc hithcr,good VelHmnim^i^ a word* 

Velum? What fayesmy Lord ? 

'Brut. Why this, Vdumnim - 
The Ghoft of C&for hutb appcar'c! to me 
Two fcuerall times by Night ; at Sardis^once * 
A»d this iaft Night.hert in Philippi fields : 
I know my houre is come. 

Volum* Not fo,my Lord- 

Brut. Nay J am fure it is, Volamnitu* 
Thou fecft the WorldjFi/w^^how it goes, 
Our Enemies haue beat ys to the Pit : Lm Alarums. 
It is more worthy,to ieape in our felues, 
Then carry tilt they pufli ys . Good r^lumnm, 
Thou know s ft,chat we two went to Schoole together: 
Euen for that our louc of old,! prethes 
Hold thou my Sword Hiks,whileftl runneonit. 

foL That's not an Office for a friend.my Lord, 

Alarum fitlU 

Clit. FJ V> 


